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to say it, but I couldn't. Don't hate me for
it, Felicia."

" No, that's what I like you for. I mean
it."

He felt a warmth in his heart. He won-
dered at the way he trusted her wisdom; he
seemed to be on the brink of a great sim-
plicity. A strength of self-abnegation was
surely flowing into him from her. He saw
her married to Bettington, living in some
remote country place. He was arriving at
their little house, kissing Felicia's small cool
hand. After the strain and stress of living he
was refreshed again. He would grow old,
Bett would grow old; but she would remain
always small and delicate. There would be
children like her. A pang warned him that
it was not quite so easy.

" There are only two days more," said she.
" I think I can manage those, Then I shall
go away, I think perhaps you're right;
perhaps Bett is too good for me."

They reached the inn. Bettington met
them. He had not waited for them. His
notes had taken him half an hour longer than
he thought. He had gone straight to the
post office, and, since he had not met them
on the way, he had taken a walk by himself.